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On February 16 2016, motorcycle adventurer Charley Boorman suffered a major road traffic
accident in Portugal. Having spent the better part of his life on some form of motorbike, his world
came crashing down after he was knocked off a Triumph Tiger Explorer, smashing his right
ankle and causing severe damage to his left fibia and tibia. It was unclear if he wouldever walk
properly again, let alone ride a motorbike.Moving between past and present, Long Way Back
recounts Charley's journey back of recovery, the ambulance ride, the numerous operations in a
Portuguese hospital, the medivac aircraft flight back to London. In alternating chapters, as his
inability to walk for several months provokes introspection, Boorman recounts his childhood,
where his passion formotorbikes began, and the formative influences in his life - from his father,
a touring film director, to his long-time friend Ewan McGregor, and Sean Connery's son Jason,
who first introduced him to bikes. As Charley struggles to cope with this potentially life-changing
situation, it is these touchstones who will give him strength on the long way back to health.

“I didn’t want to put it down, it’s that good.”—Cycle Canada --This text refers to the paperback
edition.About the AuthorCharley Boorman has toured the world on his motorbike, sometimes
accompanied by close friend Ewan McGregor, with whom he produced the TV series and
accompanying books Long Way Round and Long Way Down. Further solo adventures include
Race to Dakar, By Any Means, and Extreme Frontiers. He has been a UNICEF ambassador
since 2009 --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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This is for Olivia, Doone and Kinvaramy angelsForewordI was about to get my motorbike out of
the garage when the text came through from Billy. Having just finished American Pastoral, I was
up to my neck in post-production, and due at the editing suite. I stopped short, a chill working
through me as I read a message from Charley’s assistant, telling me he’d come off a motorbike
in Portugal.Immediately I called Charley’s cell phone, but it wasn’t him that answered. It was
somebody else. ‘Hello, this is Charley’s phone.’That was ominous.‘Is he there?’ I said. ‘Can I
speak to him? It’s Ewan, I’m calling from LA.’‘Ewan, sorry, no, you can’t talk to him. This is Nigel
from Triumph: he’s in the hospital, they’re operating on him right now.’He explained what had
happened and it was pretty serious. I told him I’d call back later. I found myself standing there
staring at my motorbike, thinking maybe I ought to take the car today. That’s how it affects you
when a mate is involved in a serious spill; like an omen, it seeps into every pore. I just couldn’t
believe it; not Charley, not being hit by a car. Charley doesn’t get hit by a car: he’s too good, too
confident, he’s always too aware. For 20 years we’ve been riding together, and most of that he
was on the back wheel. I tried to convince myself he’d be OK. We’d had near misses once or
twice – I mean Charley almost got wiped out before we left London on the first day of Long Way
Round. Still it would not sink in. Not Charley: he’s invincible. He’s always been that way.I kept
thinking how the two of us had ridden 40,000 miles across Europe and Russia, and all the way
across America too. We’d ridden right through Africa with lorries coming at us from all directions,
overloaded buses swinging round mountain roads, not to mention camels and donkeys, myriad
pedestrians crossing in front of us. Not once did either of us have a serious spill. I looked from
bike to car and car to bike knowing that I’d take the bike, almost as if it was me who’d come off
and I had to get back on right away.I called Olivia in London and as I waited for her to pick up all I
could think about was Charley in the hospital with a shattered leg. I had no idea how long his
road to recovery would be…Ewan McGregorPart One16 – 24 February 2016: Algarve,
PortugalPress DayThe morning it happened I was in Portugal on a brand new Triumph Tiger
Explorer. I was lagging behind a dozen members of the American press corps, wondering what
they would think of the new bike and whether they’d be as positive as the Brits. But if I didn’t
catch up with them, I wouldn’t find out. Shifting my concentration back to the road, I negotiated a
twisty section of the EN125 that led through town. Two lanes of blacktop stretched in front of me;
I’d left the commercial area behind and was in amongst some spacious-looking houses.I was
pushing on, pushing the new Triumph, still trying to catch up. The sun was low and awkward in
the sky, but the traffic was much lighter now that I’d left the more built-up area. I pressed on,
passing a bus and a couple of cars, then came up behind a Mercedes. Up ahead there were a
couple of large villa-style properties on my right, and I noticed another on the left behind a solid-
looking stone wall. That house, with that wall, sat at the junction of the main road and a left-hand
turn.I was alongside the Mercedes – I’d just pulled out to overtake – when the driver suddenly
started to drift. My heart was in my mouth, the wing of the car swinging sharply in front of me



now; she was making the turn and she hadn’t seen me. Desperately, I tried to scrub off speed.
My mouth was dry, no trace of saliva. Hard on the brakes. She hadn’t seen me. Nowhere to go.
Jesus Christ, that wall!Feet FirstThat’s how my twin sister Daisy made her entrance into this
world after forcing me out a few moments before. I swear she shuffled around in the womb to
breach on purpose, because nine months is a long time to be stuck with no one to talk to but
me.Actually, my dad says we started speaking late – and that was largely because we had our
own language. I can’t tell you what that sounded like, it’s been 50 years, but we had this way of
communicating with each other without really talking and that might’ve started in the womb.Mum
and Dad were amazed at the way we both seemed to know what was going on and during those
early years it was as if we were the only two children in the world. We were inseparable even
when we were fighting, though that wasn’t very often. We’d play games with each other, try and
outdo one another even though we were the best of friends. I remember one time when Daisy
was pushing me in a wheelbarrow along this ridge of earth at the back of our house with a patch
of stinging nettles growing below. I had no idea what was coming until I was rolling down the
bank into the nettles. I couldn’t believe it. My sister had tipped me out of the barrow and I was
stung so badly that my mum plastered me with dock leaves for weeks.You know what, though?
Now I think about it I might have got it wrong. Memories can be like that; what you think
happened and what actually did happen can grow further apart with the repeated telling of the
story. Like Chinese Whispers the truth gets blurred, and though I think it was me in the
wheelbarrow, it could well have been the other way around. Whichever it was, I write this some
40 years later and both Daisy and I are now 50. I can’t believe it. I never thought I’d make it this
far. Daisy never thought I would – and after the events in Portugal, I’m lucky to be here at all.We
spilled into the world in Wimbledon on 23 August 1966, not long after England won the World
Cup, though that didn’t mean anything to us back then. People often talk about the drama and
uncertainty of life and for me it was evident right from the get-go. Daisy and I were born into a
family that people describe as larger than life. Everything we experienced as children was
normal to us of course, and like everyone else we were shaped by the people around us. I had
no concept of it being anything but ordinary. Looking back now, I can see it was unconventional:
a family led by a maverick movie maker who took on the established order of things, carving a
place in history by making two of the most iconic ‘American’ movies of all time. It’s quite a feat for
an Englishman to take on Hollywood at their own game.In 1966 Dad made Point Blank with Lee
Marvin, and in 1972 he filmed Deliverance, where John Voight and Burt Reynolds canoe down
an old river in rural Georgia before the valley is flooded. Appalachia, hillbillies, people living on
the very fringes of modern America; Deliverance has an official place in American cultural
history. The movie is often remembered for a young inbred kid playing the banjo and a male rape
scene that was unprecedented at the time. In Point Blank Dad showed the kind of brutal violence
associated with Tarantino, when Quentin was still just a kid. That was his first film with Lee
Marvin, a World War II veteran who was wounded in action and knew what real violence was. He
knew how to handle a gun and came to prominence with Marlon Brando, riding motorbikes in



The Wild One. When I spoke to Dad about it recently, he said that Lee told him The Beatles took
the name for their band from one of the biker gangs in that film: the ‘Beetles’. Whether that’s true
or not I guess you’d have to ask Paul McCartney.I’ve seen that film more times than I care to
remember. The first real biker movie ever made, it was based on events that took place during
the 4th of July weekend in 1947. A small town (much like the one portrayed in the movie) called
Hollister, where an American Motorcyclist Association (AMA) rally turned into a drunken brawl.
The events were so sensationalised by the media that the AMA was forced to put out a
statement assuring the public that those involved represented less than one per cent of
American motorcyclists and no one had anything to fear. The comment backfired badly though,
because the one per cent moniker was later adopted by the Hells Angels and other bike gangs
such as the Bandidos, Outlaws and Vagos.I don’t know if the fact that Lee Marvin was around so
much during my childhood influenced the way I got into bikes or not, but I did know he’d ridden
one in that movie. All I know is that something spawned a love of motorbikes that’s brought me a
life I could never have imagined. It’s a life where I’ve taken risks, both reasonable and
unreasonable, and I came through them pretty unscathed.After that day in Portugal, however, I
found myself in the kind of battle I never thought I’d face. Never mind ride a motorbike – I wasn’t
sure if I’d ever walk properly again.So the reason I was in Portugal was for the launch of the Tiger
Explorer XC, in my new role as a Triumph ambassador. I’d worked with BMW for more than ten
years, riding around the world, racing the Dakar Rally on their motorbikes. I had been thinking I
needed to try something different when Triumph approached Russ Malkin, my friend and the
producer of the Long Way series. They wanted me and I wanted them, and when that’s how it is,
a deal is generally made.That was in the autumn of 2015. Christmas came and went, the new
year settled into February and suddenly I was looking forward to four glorious days of testing the
all-new Explorer with a bunch of journalists from all over the world. The time seemed to shift so
quickly – but then things happen fast around motorbikes. Especially when you’re on a
motorbike.It all started so perfectly. First out were a dozen guys from the UK including Marc
Potter and MCN’s Neevesy. Flying into Faro, we took a car out to a beautiful hotel and unpacked
our gear. Hospitality was great, and I co-chaired a presentation given by the marketing guys
where the various facets of the new bike were outlined to the gathered journalists. A little rain
had fallen over the weekend and that washed out an off-road section that Triumph had planned
to let both the Brits and the American contingent test the bike on. It didn’t matter though; that first
day was excellent.I hadn’t ridden the new Tiger before and I was amazed at how planted and
balanced it felt on the road. It steered superbly and the suspension was incredible, able to sense
the weight of the rider and react accordingly. By the time we got back to the hotel that night I was
buzzing from the exhilaration of the ride and thinking just how good this new role with Triumph
was going to be.The following morning dawned cold and crisp. The clouds that had hung around
the previous day had gone and the sky was the brilliant blue that we’d been hoping for. Having
had their turn on the bikes the British journalists would be heading home, and it was the turn of
the Americans. I woke up still on a high, seriously impressed with the way the bike had handled



and excited to be riding again. The electronics were second to none and the front wheel hoisted
with ease. I know I’m bound to be a little biased, but I’ve always rated the Hinckley outfit and I
reckon I’m pretty analytical when it comes to what’s good or not as regards motorbikes. For a
beefy-looking all-round adventurer the Tiger was great both on the sweeping bends and in the
tighter, more technical corners. There were moments when I was clicking through the gears with
the bike cranked over, with every inch of feel I wanted from the front wheel and perfect balance
at the rear.I donned a pair of Kevlar jeans and my favourite Rev-It boots, as well as a brand new
jacket and the neck buff I’d saved from Long Way Down. I made sure I had a down-filled puffa
under the jacket for warmth, then I spoke to my wife on the phone. Olivia and I have been
together 30 years and married for 25. She’s been with me through thick and thin and she could
hear the excitement in my voice. She had stuff to do though, so we kept the conversation brief
and then I went outside to the same buzz in the air that I’d experienced the previous day. A
sense of adventure and anticipation, the journalists waiting by the bikes for me to demonstrate
the electronics and suspension settings so they could set them up as they wanted. When that
was sorted, we saddled up and left the car park in convoy.I was happy. Triumph seemed pretty
happy too, and I was already looking forward to riding a Tiger for an extended period in a month
or so, when I would lead an expedition from Melbourne to Sydney by way of Tasmania. As we hit
the road, though, I realised I’d been so busy showing the Americans how to adjust the
suspension settings that I’d neglected to take a look at mine. Pulling over I made a quick tweak,
then I was back on the bike and popping a wheelie.There is nothing that beats being on a
motorbike when the day is young and the world is still pulling its boots on. There’s a freshness to
the air that you can almost taste; it was my favourite time of day when I made my way through
Africa with Ewan McGregor. Maybe it’s because there’s not too much humidity, but for some
reason it’s at that time of day that the engine seems at its sweetest.When I’m away (which is
about seven months of every year) I’m always happier when I’ve spoken to my wife Olivia. Olly’s
been the rock that’s kept me sane(ish) all these years and she’s helped guide my career. She’s
so beautiful that when I first met her I never thought I’d have a chance. We hung out with the
same group of friends and I was waiting to pounce – only she disappeared off the scene before I
had a chance to ask her out. I was gutted; there one day and gone the next, and nobody seemed
to know why she had vanished.About a year later she popped up at a party I’d been invited to,
and when I saw her I knew nothing had changed. I wanted her just as much then as I had before;
I was determined to go out with this girl. She was nice enough to me but there was nothing to
indicate any romantic notions on her part, so I knew I had to do something to get her to notice
me. It wasn’t going to be easy. Olly was three years older than me – and at just 20, I wasn’t
exactly mature. I could tell she liked me, but I got the impression she thought I was a little bit
young for her. They say women are far more mature than men anyway and I’m a kid at heart, so it
was difficult to get anything going. We had a couple of mutual friends though, so I used them to
engineer ways of seeing her. She was working as an estate agent and Jason Connery – Sean’s
son, a great friend of mine and part of my first-ever motorbike adventure – was looking for a



place to buy. Obviously I made sure it was Olly’s estate agency he went to. She showed us a
couple of places, including one with a bloody great crack in the wall, and needless to say Jason
didn’t bite. I tried my best but she still didn’t seem very interested, but after months of pursuit and
wooing she finally agreed to go out on a date.When we got married five years later Jason was
my best man. He’d long since left London for LA, and I always joke that when he did that he left
me. He’ll tell you it wasn’t like that at all – when I met Olly, I left Jason, not the other way
around.Looking back on that time from a hospital bed I thought he might be right: I was
obsessed with her. I still am. It took so long to actually get her to go out with me that I was never
sure if she wanted to be with me at all. We’d have these moments when we started dating; when
the evening was over I’d drop her off and there would be an awkward silence while we tried to
figure out if we were going to kiss or not. Then she’d get out of the car and I thought she’d go
straight into the house, but as I drove off I’d look in the mirror and she’d still be standing there.I’m
drifting. I’m badly dyslexic; it takes all my time just to read a book, never mind write one. My mind
jumps from subject to subject and wanders off all the time.Portugal. 16 February 2016. The crisp
morning. Full of excitement for my new role with Triumph, delighting in the brand new Tiger
beneath me, I was out of the main part of town and there wasn’t much traffic around, but the sun
was reflecting off the buildings and car windows and I knew I had to be mindful.The bike shifted
through the gears like a hot knife through butter, emitting a good old-fashioned rasp from the
stainless-steel exhaust. With the active suspension the ride height was perfect both on the
straight and in mid-corner. I was messing around, speeding up and slowing down, punching up
and down the gearbox to see how it would respond to a bit of pressure. I peeled into the bends,
shifting my weight off the seat like a road racer – I stood up on the pegs as if I was riding off road
and felt the suspension working again. It was the kind of set-up that immediately gives the rider
confidence, and I was beginning to get an idea of what it would be like in the kind of terrain we’d
cover in Australia.But as it turned out, that wasn’t going to happen. Australia, the terrain, the
trip…I pulled out to overtake that Merc, the driver turned hard left and there was no way I could
avoid that wall.Quite what happened I can’t be sure. It seemed to be the faintest of contacts with
the car, but the next thing I knew I was flying through the air. I hit the ground with a bone-
crunching shudder; in my leg, my hip, my sternum, all the way up to my shoulders. I didn’t hit
once but twice, three times, and each impact was worse than the last. I’ve never felt anything like
it – the ground coming up to meet me again and again – the reverberation was just incredible. I
lay there for a moment trying to find a breath that wasn’t there. I was trying not to panic. I was
trying not to succumb to the fear.I could see something from the corner of my eye that I couldn’t
quite make out until I realised it was a wheel bouncing down the road. It went on and on and I
thought: What the fuck is a wheel doing bouncing down that side road? I couldn’t take it in. Then
I saw bits of tank and chassis headed the other way. God, I thought, that’s a mess. And then, as
if some other section of my brain re-engaged, I was on the pavement in agony.The pain was
incredible. It surrounded my left knee and I could feel it through my hip. Looking down at my legs
I could see that part of the engine (the crankshaft, I think) was underneath. Jesus, I was sitting



on the engine of the brand new bike I’d been riding a moment before. I couldn’t comprehend it. I
knew I’d been airborne because I’d seen the kerb coming up to meet me and thought how much
it was going to hurt. And it did. As I sat there a pain was shooting through my leg as if someone
was stabbing it with a heated blade. I could feel sweat on my forehead under my helmet; it rolled
into my eyes to burn and blind. I sat in shock trying to isolate that pain. I could feel it high in my
left buttock and all the way down my thigh.I was aware of a jarring sensation as well now, and it
seemed to shake my entire body. I straightened my leg, or at least tried to, but the pain shot from
my left butt cheek all the way to my foot. I felt bile rise in my throat and I was almost sick inside
my helmet. I lay back for a moment – then I tried to sit up again. I was shivering. I was holding my
leg and trembling like a child. I looked around but nothing seemed to come into focus at all. I was
just aware I was on the deck and the bike was in bits that seemed to scatter themselves across
the road.Vaguely, from somewhere in the distance, I heard the sound of a car coming to a stop
and then a lady came rushing over. I didn’t know who she was but she had an expression of
horror on her face, and I worked out that she was the driver of the Mercedes. I think she must’ve
asked if I was alright, I say think because I don’t speak Portuguese and I didn’t say anything at
first. I was just staring at her. I was staring at my leg and I was staring at the bombsite I was
sitting in.‘I’m OK.’ I found my voice finally and then it was as if I couldn’t stop talking. ‘I’m fine. I’ll
be alright, no need to worry, the bike’s a bit of a mess, but I’m alright. I’m fine.’As if to
demonstrate that everything was alright, or maybe to convince myself, I tried to get up…but that
wasn’t happening, and I slumped back down with the pain shooting into my hip. My voice
deserted me. I was deep in shock and somehow I seemed to be aware of the fact. I knew I
couldn’t get up and I looked down to find out why. It took a moment to register that there was
something wrong with my leg. I couldn’t place what it was at first, but when I tried to move it only
the top half obeyed. I could sense no connection between my ankle and my knee and a wave of
nausea swept me. Shit! I thought. My left foot is facing the wrong way. I started to speak but
found myself unable to get the words out. I was stuttering, stammering, and I haven’t done that
since I was a kid.I never used to stutter; it was something that crept up on me. The first few years
of my life in Ireland were idyllic but that all came to an end when I tried to read. Books, words, I
couldn’t make head nor tail of them. The innate confidence I’d been born with was smashed and
there was nothing I could do to stop it. ‘Smashed’ is my dad’s word. He told me he witnessed a
self-assured young boy disappear into a cocoon of stuttering silence. Trying to get my head
around words that seemed to swim on the page brought my normal measured speech to a halt –
and the stammer grew up in its place.My mum and dad picked up on it early, but it wasn’t until
we were renting a house in Brentwood, California, that they were able to pin a label on it. Aware I
had a serious problem, Dad took me to a reading specialist in Los Angeles where they
diagnosed dyslexia. It wasn’t something anyone had really heard of in Britain or Ireland at the
time, but I’d had the issues since I first picked up a book. The specialist told Dad that the only
way to deal with it was time and patience and one-to-one attention. Dad knew that wasn’t going
to happen in any school, so he undertook the task himself.Besides being a director and



producer, my father John Boorman is a very fine writer as well. He’s penned two autobiographies
and a novel, as well as most of the scripts for the movies he’s made. He knew how vital not only
reading was but also real understanding of language, so he spent months and months trying to
teach me. It was painstaking work and he was incredibly patient. He’d sit me down for hours at a
time and teach me how to spell a simple word – like ‘that’ for example. I’d be fine while we
practiced but then we’d move on to another word and as soon as he tried to recap, I’d be right
back where I’d been. I had no recollection of the word at all. It was frustrating, embarrassing, and
my feeble attempts to get the spellings out accentuated my stutter even more. It affected every
area of my life until I wasn’t the same child anymore. Speaking was so difficult that I barely
bothered. Seeing me struggle to the point where I withdrew like that just about broke my parents’
hearts.There were lighter moments along with the problems, of course. I remember one sultry
day in Ireland when we were all gathered down by the river. The Avonmore runs through our
property in County Wicklow and in places it’s deep enough to swim. We all swam – it’s
something we all just wanted to do. The river is this stunning colour, almost like peat, but it’s
freezing even in the summer. When you’re a kid, none of that matters. Dad built a diving board
from a wooden plank and, cold or not, we were in the water just about every day. Both my sisters
Telsche and Katrine were good swimmers and that day, Katrine was standing on the bank all
ready to plunge in when I tried to get her attention. I could see something was wrong with the
picture of her and the water, and I tried to make myself understood.‘Ka…Ka…’ I started to
say.‘What is it, Charley?’ She was ready to perfect the dive.‘Ka-Ka-…’‘What is it, Charley?’‘Ka-
Ka-t-r-ine, y-y-you…’‘Oh for God’s sake.’ With a shake of her head she was already in the
water.‘Y-y-you’ve got your watch on, Katrine,’ I said.Dad brought up that moment with me when
we spoke on the phone the other day. I’d called to ask him about my childhood and he was just
back from swimming in the river. He’s 83 now and not as steady on his feet as he used to be,
and I told him he needed to be careful.‘Why?’ he said. ‘In case I get in trouble and the current
sweeps me away? Not a bad way to bow out, Charley; not a bad way to go.’Half-lying, half-sitting
amid the ruins of the motorbike, I was trying to calm the sense of panic that welled up inside. I
looked from my twisted leg to the face of another lady and it took a moment before I realised she
wasn’t the woman who’d clipped me but another woman, a passer-by. There was something
comforting about her and she spoke to me in perfect English. She told me her name was Ana
and asked what my name was.‘Charley,’ I managed. ‘My name’s Charley. What’s wrong with my
leg? Why is it facing the wrong way?’She told me not to worry. She told me everything would be
OK. ‘I was on my way to work,’ she said. ‘I stopped because I thought I saw a bag of rubbish
flying through the air but then I saw there’d been an accident and it wasn’t a bag – it was you.’I
didn’t know what to say. My mouth was dry. I could taste vomit on my tongue. I just sat there with
both hands trying to control the agony that bled from my thigh. She did her best to calm me. She
told me she’d done some nursing with the Red Cross and would take care of me until the
ambulance arrived.‘Charley,’ she said. ‘Everything is going to be OK.’‘I’m fine,’ I told her. ‘Really,
it’s alright. I’m OK.’It was far from alright and I was not OK. I could tell by the way my foot was



facing that my leg was badly broken, but the real pain was at the top of my thigh. I thought I’d
broken my hip as well as my leg and that scared the shit out of me. A broken hip is life-
threatening because it’s a cradle for so many vital organs, but it wasn’t the fear that bothered me
so much as the pain in my buttock and thigh. I could not move from the positon I was in. I had to
have both hands under my thigh to support it and keep my knee bent – if I let the leg lie flat my
shin would fold back on itself.It was a mess. A moment before I’d been full of the bike and this
new role with Triumph, the upcoming Australia tour that now through the mist of shock seemed
to be very far away. Every moment I realised more about my injuries; I grasped that the pain was
not limited to my butt cheek or hip and knee, but also in my hand where I was trying to support
the leg and my right ankle too. I tried not to move. I tried to sit very still. That was no good. I had
to do something or I’d pass out.‘Can you help me?’ I said to Ana. I was struggling to keep the
tremor from my voice. ‘Ana, I can’t hold onto my leg like this anymore, there’s something wrong
with my hand. Can you help me keep the knee up to stop my shin just falling away?’‘Of course.’
There was something about her voice that was hopeful, confident: a timbre that was both calm
and reassuring. She was kneeling down next to me and I asked if she could wedge her thighs
under my right leg and indicated where my fingers gripped just above my knee.‘I need to rest the
weight,’ I told her. ‘I can’t hold it up anymore; my hands are shaking too much and I’ve hurt the
right one, I can feel bones moving.’ It was a sensation I recognised; I’d had it before when I
smashed my hands racing the Dakar Rally.Very gently, Ana worked her knees under my thigh
and that took the pain from my hands and eased it a little in my leg. We sat like that as the
muscles in my groin gradually began to relax, and I felt some relief. I couldn’t move. Ana couldn’t
move. That was the only position that kept the pain in some kind of check and that’s how we
were when I heard the wail of sirens and moments later I saw the ambulance arrive.By this time
most of the guys from Triumph were there; they had been a little way behind me when we left the
hotel and had seen the carnage ahead. It was the last thing they’d expected, of course, and they
were looking pretty panicked. I picked up on that and my own fears redoubled. Moments before it
had just been me and Ana and now there were people everywhere. The police arrived to cordon
off the area and keep traffic moving, then the paramedics started to deal with my leg. Ana was
on her knees in the gravel still supporting me with her thighs and I’d given no thought to how
uncomfortable that had to be. She made no complaint. She was only concerned about me. By
the time they finally stretchered me away her knees were skinned to the point they bled.I don’t
know how much time had passed. When something like this goes down time has a way of
standing still. I had no idea how much damage had been done to my left leg, but I knew it wasn’t
good and all sorts of thoughts were hammering away in my head. I didn’t know it then but my
right ankle was dislocated as well as broken, and it hurt like hell. Ever the optimist, I thought
perhaps I’d bashed it on the kerbstone and it was just badly bruised. I remember the guys from
Triumph looking really perturbed, but thought that might’ve been because I was sitting on what
was left of a disintegrated Tiger.With the paramedics taking charge Ana could finally get her
thighs out from under my legs. She disappeared from my field of vision and that disturbed me



because she had quickly become my only source of solace. I was on my back with my helmet
still on as the paramedics stabilised my neck. They wanted to take my helmet off and they clearly
weren’t aware that new helmets have these little red cords attached. When they’re pulled, they
disengage the cheek portion which makes removing the rest of it easy. At that point their
fumbling with it was working my neck over pretty good despite the brace, so I told them I’d do it.
They weren’t up for that though; they didn’t want me lifting my arms. I tried to explain what they
had to do and between us we finally managed to get my helmet off.I think that was the moment
when things began to go pear-shaped. The paramedics produced a pair of scissors and started
to cut at my boots. That wasn’t going to happen. I loved those boots, brand new from Rev-It, so I
told them they could take them off – there was no need to cut them away. It’s weird the kind of
details that bother you in times like that. There I was with pain soaking the entire lower half of my
body and all I could think about was how much I loved those boots. It didn’t end there though; as
soon as my boots were off they set about cutting the jacket and I had to stop them again.‘You’re
not doing that,’ I said. ‘There’s no need. I can move my arms. There’s no need to cut the jacket
off.’They let the jacket be and a few minutes later a doctor arrived in a car and took charge of the
situation. With my boots gone the paramedics took their scissors to my trouser leg and cut all the
way up. I couldn’t see much because I was no longer sitting up. With my neck in a brace I was
lying on my back and they wouldn’t let me lift my head. Suddenly everything stopped. I could feel
a real chill in the air as a discussion broke out in Portuguese that was quiet and sombre. The
atmosphere had definitely changed.Like a damp cloth, that chill rippled through me again. A
creeping sensation that seemed to slow the blood in my veins. I still didn’t know what they’d
found but clearly there was something very wrong. Then I noticed the blood. There was blood on
the ground and I’d spotted blood on Ana’s jacket while she was supporting me as well. For some
reason, I hadn’t associated that blood with me. I did now though, and blood wasn’t good. Blood
wasn’t good at all.Before I could find out what was going on I felt a hand on my leg then
something jabbed all the way into my groin. I almost shrieked from the pain. Sweat on my brow, I
felt as if I was going to throw up. I felt down with my hand and found some kind of stick or pole
poking me in the groin. What the fuck? I thought, then realised they were fitting something to my
leg. It took a moment or two before I worked out it was a splint. The next thing I knew the pain
was so intense I was yelling at them, telling them to stop whatever it was they were doing. They
didn’t, and the pain raced all the way up my body into my head. With the splint in place, the
doctor was attempting to straighten my leg.I was bleeding. I could see a whole lot of blood on
the pavement now and that sent shockwaves through me yet again. I began to slip inside myself,
that’s the only way I can describe it – this bubble of consciousness where I’m on my own and all
that’s happening is going on outside that bubble and it’s distant and muffled, seeming very far
away, and nothing to do with me.But it was to do with me. This was all to do with me. I could feel
a hand on my right leg – someone was rubbing, massaging, working the muscles under the skin.
One of the paramedics put his face close to mine, entering my bubble for a moment, and I heard
him tell me that my right ankle was broken as well. Trying to take that in, I looked around and saw



the guys from Triumph directing traffic. Nigel Land from marketing remained with me, together
with one of his colleagues, Mark. He was holding my hand as I lay there with the paramedics
working on my leg. I can still remember the warmth of that human touch; after Ana had gone I
gripped his hand until they loaded me into the ambulance. I’m so grateful for that, for those two
guys and all the others; the level of concern they showed was so typical of the way things have
been ever since we started working together. Nigel was by my side from the moment he came
upon the accident until they wheeled me out of theatre later that night.Right now, though, I was
nowhere near theatre; I was at the side of the road and still inside my protective bubble. It wasn’t
the first time I’d been in a bubble; the last time was in the south of France with Neil Crabtree-
Taylor, a friend I’ve known for years. We were in a Renault 5 and Neil was driving. I was in the
passenger seat and Olivia in the back. As we came around a corner this white Lada four-wheel-
drive drifted to our side of the road, the driver six times over the legal alcohol limit. He hit us
head on: a combined speed of 100mph. Olly dislocated her shoulder, multiple fractures down
her arm, and Neil shattered his knee. I went through the windscreen. It all happened so fast I
knew nothing about it at all.When she started to come round from the shock, Olly could see me
lying with my head on the dashboard and blood pouring from my face. There was so much blood
that the old-style pen holders in the dash were full to brimming. For a moment, she thought I was
dead. Then I suddenly sat up, looked around at the carnage and threw open the passenger door.
I told Olly and Neil they had to get out because we didn’t know if the car was going to catch on
fire. I had no idea how bad my face was until I looked in the wing-mirror and saw the skin literally
hanging off. From beneath my eye to the base of my jaw, it was as if someone had peeled it back
– and eight months later I would still be picking bits of glass from my scalp. As we waited for an
ambulance to show I up I remember that protective bubble where there was no one in the world
save Olly, Neil and me.That bubble had burst when we got to the hospital, and by the side of the
road in Portugal I could feel it begin to go again. I didn’t think the worst yet; I was too busy trying
to deal with the pain. Now that my left leg was in a splint the paramedics manoeuvred me onto a
solid stretcher and the pain was just incredible. Cold, hard plastic all around me, the base
digging into my hip. I almost passed out then I saw the look on the doctor’s face and was shaken
from the stupor again.‘Olly,’ I said, spotting Nigel standing next to the doctor with his helmet
under his arm. ‘Nigel, call my wife, Olivia…tell her what happened, will you? Give her a call.’‘It’s
alright,’ he said. ‘We’re on it, Charley. I just spoke to Billy on the phone.’Billy Ward, my friend and
sometime manager; if Nigel had spoken to him then Billy would be speaking to Olly. She would
know what had happened. She’d be on her way. That thought gave me a little comfort.By now I
was in the back of the ambulance on that ghastly gurney and the pain in my hip had worsened
still. I could not move; my right leg incapacitated and my left in a splint, again I sought the doctor.
‘How bad is this?’ I said. ‘Is everything OK with my legs?’For a long moment, he looked at me –
and then he shook his head. ‘The break is bad, very bad. The bones have punctured the
skin.’‘What?’ I gawped, mouth hanging open. ‘Whose skin? What skin? What do you mean the
bones have punctured the skin?’‘The tibia and fibula, they’re sticking out of your leg. We have to



be very careful now or infection will set in.’Lights and SirensThat wasn’t the first time I came off a
motorbike; far from it. Back when I was a kid in Ireland I fell off a monkey bike not long after my
dad discovered how badly dyslexic I was. I say fell off it – actually he saved me before it crashed
into a barbed-wire fence.It was around the time he made a film called Zardoz, which he shot
close to where we lived. I must’ve been six or seven, and that’s when I met Jason Connery for
the first time. Jason’s dad, Sean, was starring in the movie, and the family were staying at our
house while the movie was made. Our dads had work to do; Jason and I, however, were
messing about on the monkey bike.The house was an old vicarage Dad bought in 1969 during
an out-of-body experience while we were on holiday in Ireland. He had sold his place in Putney
for £10,000 and wasn’t sure where he wanted to live. Another house in London was an option, as
was LA, but as he drove around County Wicklow he came across an auction at an estate agent’s
office and stopped.I was only three, but the way Dad tells it, something surreal happened. As he
stood at the back of the crowd, watching the bidding, he seemed to escape his body and floated
up to the ceiling from where he watched for a while before slipping back into his body again.
Only then did he realise that one of the bidders was him. He’d bought the property without
knowing that was his intention when he walked in. He’s been in Ireland ever since.It turned out to
be the best thing he ever did. As far as his children were concerned it was fabulous; a large old
house and grounds that included meadow and pasture, with a river running through it. We grew
up there when the tensions with the Irish Republicans were at their height. Dad tells a story
about one night when he saw a set of headlights on the drive as someone approached from the
road. A car pulled up and two men dressed in dark-coloured clothing got out and came up to the
house. Dad was pretty sure who they were, if not why they were there. IRA men; they wanted to
use the land he’d bought to train their young men. Back in those days the IRA was split into two
different factions: the Provisionals and the Official IRA who were known as the ‘Stickies’. It was
these guys who came to the house. Dad wasn’t up for anyone being on his land and he’s not
known for being a shrinking violet. He told them he wasn’t happy about it and, to his amazement,
they said they wouldn’t impose anything on him – he had to agree to it. He explained that he had
four young children and didn’t think it was a good idea at all. It took a few minutes of silence,
some dark looks shooting back and forth…then the Stickies left. We never saw them again.I
count myself very lucky because it was a wonderful place to be a kid. My dad’s parents were
publicans and my mum grew up on a farm in northern Germany, so they were both from pretty
normal stock. There were no airs or graces, no delusions of grandeur; it was all very homely and
down-to-earth. Mum used to have a jug of pancake mix ready all the time in case anyone should
show up hungry. We had a cleaner and a couple of other people to help out around the place,
but we all sat down to meals together.We lived in Annamoe, an idyllic spot deep in the country
surrounded by lanes and hills, ancient forests and lakes. I used to disappear for hours on end,
walking, swimming, riding my sister’s horse bareback, and listening out for the rasping rattle of
dirt bikes. Long before I was old enough to ride one myself, I’d listen to local lads trekking off-
road and was captivated. I used to get so lost in my surroundings that the only thing that could



bring me back was Mum standing outside the kitchen door with a megaphone, calling us in for
lunch or dinner.Anyway, back to that day in the 1970s, with the filming of Zardoz. Having a movie
filmed close to where we lived was nothing new; it was no different to being on location, just that
the location was County Wicklow. I’d already been with Dad during the filming of Deliverance:
indeed, I had a small role (no, I wasn’t the banjo player) as Jon Voight’s son. As I said before,
Dad took us with him whenever he could and made use of us whenever children were called for
in a particular scene. Why pay a child actor when he already had four of his own? We were
always up for it – I mean, who wouldn’t be? It was just like playing a game, only there was this
guy on the other side of a camera filming it, and we paid no attention to him. I had no real idea
what it actually meant. In fact, I don’t believe I really grasped the impact my father had on the
movie world until Excalibur was shown at Cannes.
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Daniel R. Bannon, “Portrait in Courage and Recovery from Terrible Misfortune, an Adventure
Rider Living a Life Less Ordinary!. Fellow reader, If you:• Wish to learn about overcoming a
significant setback to continue a great passion• Care about a man living a life less ordinary•
Enjoy hearing about Charley's adventures, solo and with various pals, literally one end of the
world to another• Have ever so much as hoisted a leg over a big BMW, KTM, or other Adventure-
type bike with purpose…then this book is for you!I rode with Charley and his friend and
manager, Billy Ward, for three weeks in Africa late 2015. Together with about ten other "clients,"
we trekked largely off-road (but some on-) via BMW GS for 2,700 miles, Cape Town to Victoria
Falls, thus in part simulating some of his and Ewan's route in "Long Way Down." I called Charley
and Billy "the Cowboys," keeping us clients from too much trouble via policing us loosely from
time to time throughout the trek. Great guys, who always had an important tip or two for the next
day or even stretch of road just ahead.There are very few people with a discernible force of will;
Charley is one-such. I saw him do nothing half-measure, from setting an aggressive pace for
those in the group who wanted it, yet not pressuring others to "keep up," to the courtesy he
extended each person wanting photos, autographs, etc. en route.SO: I read Long Way Back with
a certain creeping horror, after the graphic description of his deadly serious injuries in the first
few chapters. He and I are about the same age, and reading further I realized dumb luck plays a
big part in our success or grave misfortune on motorcycles. Charley's luck ran out one winter day
in Portugal. How he reflected on this major mishap, and so much more, is the true thrust of this
stirring autobiography. I spent just enough time around Charley to start to know him, just a little.
Reading his reflections in the book, I see how with sufficient time in months of casts, pain,
uncertainty, and humiliating circumstances, how self-doubt and melancholy must start to creep
in. But guess what: the man's spirit won out, end of the day. That, folks is a portrait in
courage.Charley's interludes discussing his family, upbringing in Ireland, struggles in school and
acting, hopes and dreams, lucky and unlucky breaks were always interesting and sometimes
funny, making this book a real page-turner. I empathize very much with the fear he described at
Dakar and indeed in any road race, learning to cope with that myself in amateur road racing
years ago. And our ambulance was mere feet away, not tens or hundreds of miles.But the bulk
of the book is of course about Charley's recovery, the struggles and self-reflection. Anyone who
has faced great life-trauma can empathize, doubly so if you are a fellow rider and wonder, "would
I have the same fierce determination Charley does, in similar circumstances?" I smiled widely at
his successes, chuckled at his goofs, and frowned at his setbacks.The writing and editing are
excellent. Charlie was upfront about his dyslexia with me as well, a near stranger, during one
evening during our brief group trip together in 2015. I had suggested, ironically, he consider an
autobiography given all his strange and wonderful adventures! Fortunately, seems he found a
way to capture his thoughts into such a wonderful narrative. Well done, Boorman! Keep up the
good fight and keep that recovery rolling, and I will keep needling your friend Billy Ward (through



FB and "across the pond" in America) about your next big ride with clients. I'm in. We are all in:
fellow riders standing with you in your recovery and zeal to do this thing that only you do so well.
Keep living that life less ordinary!”

Tommy Lee, “*** THE TRUTH: Destined to be on Your Short List of ALL TIME FAVORITES! ***.
Exactly where does one start, when you've come across such a treasure. I have my short list of
life's favorites; Bikes, Movies, Books, Places, etc., ...and this book just made the top of my list.
As I sit here trying to put into words just how amazing this read is, I'm at a loss on how exactly to
do it justice. What I can say is this, ...being a motorcyclist myself, and lover of all things two
wheeled, I COULD NOT put this book down. The first day I received it from Amazon, I started
reading it. And at 320-pages, I found myself over half way through the book before forcing myself
to put it aside so that I could go to bed. But truth be told, ...I didn't want to. I felt as though
through this entire read that I was right there, ...right by Charley's side. I could picture everything
so vividly based on what he had written. Its just such an amazing read. I own both of the Long
Way Series on DVD, and have eagerly watched each one from beginning to end no less than a
dozen times each. I never get tired of either, even though I know them both by heart. I had the
privilege and honor of meeting Charley once a few years back at IMS in Long Beach, CA. I
realize he must have met hundreds, if not thousands of fans that weekend, but it truly made the
show for me to get to meet him. I would have loved to hit the Irish bar across the street from the
convention center, and talk bikes all day long. In addition to being a huge motorcycle enthusiast,
I've had two major crashes throughout my own life, and could relate to Charley's story in so
many ways, and on so many different levels. From the hospital and the surgeries, to the external
fixator and physical therapy, ...I've been their myself first hand. Maybe thats one of the reasons
this book hit home with me. The bottom line is this, if you're a fan of Charley, or of his adventures,
consider this book a must read. You will not be disappointed. And in closing, ...if your eyes
should ever come across this review here on Amazon Charley, ...I would just like to say thank
you. It's truly one of, if not the best book I've read to date.”

Devchonachko, “Charley gets his due. If you've read the other Long Way _____ books or
watched the episodes, the ones with his buddy Ewan, you don't really get to know Charley a
whole lot. It's easy to get overshadowed by someone like Ewan McGregor no matter who you
are. By the time you're finished with this book, you sort of do feel like you know who Charley
Boorman is, what he's about, and what's important to him. I feel like if I bumped into him
somewhere I'd already know heaps about him. This book isn't just about his recovery from his
accident, it's a bit of a character study which he does on himself. While not a full auto-biography,
it's enough of one that keeps one interested and going along in the book. He does a good job
flipping between his recovery and memories, back to his recovery. The book isn't just about his
recovery- there's also a lot of anecdotes about riding that just aren't available in the other books.
If you've read the other Long Way books, give this a firm go.”



WebGuyDave, “Charley…Back in the Saddle Again!. Inspired by Ted Simon’s ‘Jupiters Travels’
so many years ago, Charley and Ian McGregor do what so many on two wheels dream - launch
themselves across vast, often foreboding land masses in search of the common man. In the
footsteps of ‘Long Way Round’ follows a trip from Scotland to Cape Town, South
Africa….thousands of miles often on ‘roads’ hardly worthy of the name, meeting and sharing
with locals through out. A book worth searching out!”

Mark Chisholm, “Highly Interesting and Thoughtful Book. Fairly short book revolving around the
huge off Boorman had when he badly broke his leg - and a few other bits and pieces. As he
takes us through the recovery he adds life events from his childhood all the way through which to
be honest are genuinely interesting.To be honest I assumed that because his father is a well
known director and of course Charley a familiar face on TV (and a lesser known one in a few
movies) he would live the life of a rich spoiled kid. In actual fact it rather seems that most of his
life he has been skint and actually a hard working bloke doing anything to keep the wolves from
the door including working as a painter and decorator. Fair play to the bloke.The other thing is
the genuine love of motorbikes. Once again I did rather suspect that he was a simply a part time
rider that use two wheels for effect when in actual fact from being a small child he has been
motorbike mad.He does make it clear on a number of occasions that he is dyslexic which, given
how competently this book is written suggests that a pro ghost writer did the actual
wordsmithing. That being said I'm sure Mr. Boorman gave the speech to the words as it does
come across as being genuinely his work if compared to his TV persona.It's also an interesting
glimpse into the rather more exotic world of film and celebrity but not from an A lister with an
agenda but from someone who grew up around it but isn't actually part of it.Overall a great read
for a holiday book.”

Danimal, “Good book. I have read all of the long way round/ Charlie boorman travel books. And
didn’t even know he’d written another, let alone what he had been through. But again this is
another good book if your a follower of the series, and enjoy following his adventures. I always
find it difficult to recommend books that are of a particular interest as you can’t really say it’s
good or bad but I would say this has a little more meaning to those who have read and followed
his series and books. I enjoyed reading it. It’s covers a lot about his accident and how he
struggled trough the recovery.”

Sue McW, “Wonderfully moving book. Wonderfully moving book and beautifully written,
especially when you consider that Charley was writing this under extremely difficult
circumstances and with the added disadvantage of dyslexia. I particularly loved the way that
Charley's life story was interwoven with the account of his accident and recovery. His strength of
character and that of his wife, family and friends shines through in this book. Risk-taking and his
love of motorbikes is part of who he is and you wouldn't want to change that, but you just want to



shout "be careful Charley!" during some of the sections of the book.I wish him a full and speedy
recovery to full health.”

AnnieK, “Life affirming read, totally inspiring. big fan of Charley Boorman, have seen him talk
several times and have always loved his stories; wasn't quite prepared for just how emotional
this book is, very honest and open and at times heartbreaking and then hilarious. Even if you are
not a fan or have never even heard of Charley I would recommend this book as a real life
affirming read, very inspiring”

The book by Christine Woodside has a rating of 5 out of 4.6. 422 people have provided
feedback.
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